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CHAPTER XXIX.
The Heart of the Mystery.

I was in the shadow of the mystery.
A hundred questions rose to my lips;
but behind them all frowned the grim
wolf-vieage of Doddridge Knapp, and I
could not find the courage that could
make me speak to them.

Mrs. Knapp,” I said,
called by my name.

“you

have livedsmore in the last month than

in the 25 yeéars that I remember before |

it, and I have almost come to think

“that the old name bélongs to some one |

else. May I ask how ‘you got hold of
it?”

“It was simple enough. Henry had |

teld me about you. I rememiered that

you were coming from the same town |
I telegraphed to |

he had come from.

‘an agent in Boston. He went up to

your place, made his inquiries and tel- |
I suppose you will be |

.egraphed me.
pleased to know,’

she continued with

& droll affection of malice in her voice,
full history
It |

'“that he mailed me your
as gathered from the town pump.
is at the house now.”

“l tried to get something
Mother Borton concerning you,”
tinued Mis. Knapp. “I even wex
far as to see her once.”

“T don’t think you got any more out
of her than she wanted to tell.”

“Indeed I did not. 1 was afaird
Richmond had not gone about it the
right way. You know Mr.

N acted as my agent with her?”

“No, I didn’'t know. She was

cut of
con-

as

close-mouthed with mé as with you, I |

think.”

“Well, I saw her. I wanted to get
what information she had of you and
of Henry.”

“She had a good deal of it,
wanted to give it up.”

“So I suppose. But she was too
clever for me. She spoke well of you,

but not a word could 1 get from her |
Yet she gave me the |
| slapped my sore arm and sent a sharp
I had !
| wound till it tingled in my toes. Dicky,

about Henry.

idea that she knew much.”
“I should think she might.

told her the whole story.”

“She is used 1o keeping secrets, I |

sappose,” replied Mrs. Knapp. “But I

must reward her well for what she has |

done.”

“She is beyond fear or reward.”

“Dead?” cried Mrs. Knapp
shocked voice. “And how?”

“She died, I fear, because she be-
friended me.” And then I told her the
story of Mother Borton's end.

“Poor creature!” said Mrs. Knapp
sadly. ‘Yet perhaps it is better so.
She has died in dning a good act.”

The carriage had been rolling along
swiftly. Despite the rain the streets

were smooth and hard, and we made |

rapid progress. We had crossed a
bridge, and with many turns made a
course toward the southeast. Now the
ground became scfter, and progress
was s'ow. An interminable array of

trees lined the way on both sides, and |

to my impatient imazination stretched
for miles before us.
became better,
briskly forward
terinz dully on the softened ground.
“All’ the better,” 1 thonght.
as gocd as a muffier if
listezing for us,”
“‘Here’s the place,”
of Dicky, o
er; and the carriage slackened
and stopped. Lockt
' we were ai a div
where a tvwostory
of the bran-~ii‘ag ways.
“You'd beticr come out,”
“at the doon
me. “He

“Be careful

I kept my
that lay in my overcoat pocket,
walked with Dicky

the' horses

any

came the vcice

ision of the

as to mect us here.”

de

.at this hour it appeared wholly

serted. Even the dog, without which |
I knew no roadside saloon could ex-|

ist, was as silent as its owners.
“Here’s a go!” said Dicky.
_ to meet us, sure. What time have you

got?”

looked at my watch by its flare.
“Five minutes to three.”
*“Whew!” he whispered, “we're ree-
ularly done. 1 thougbt he had a bad
.~ eye when I was bargaining with him.”

I wondered if Dicky had a hand in|
the trick, if trick it should prove to|

“Well,”
. think I know where, the fellow won)d
. have taken us. I trailed hitn this af-

have |
I had aimost |
forgotten that I had eyer borne it: I |

t s0 |

Mr. |

Richmond |
i road at the corner of the building.

if she |

in a

.Then the road |
trotted |
again, their hoofs pat- |

“It’s |
one is |
i a poor attempt to conceal my misgiv-

iving direetion to the driv- |
pace |
ng out I saw that |
road |
house faced both |

said Dicky |
1ddressing his remark to |

" cautioned Mrs. Knapp. |
hand on the revolver |
and |
on to the poreh |
I was a common roadside saloon, and |

“He was |

said Dicky dubfously, “T|

| henheit. ‘
{ and three inches in diameter is sufi-

o \?ANT a situation
oun WANT help
i WANT to seli -
- WANT to buy

.

" TUse the elassified

that led to the left.

“I reckon so,” said Dicky. “I
haven’'t kept count, but I recollect
only two before it.”

“All right. Up with you then!”

Dicky obediently mounted to the
seat beside the driver.

“I shall ride outside,” I said to Mrs.
Knapp.  “I may bhe negded."

Half a mile farther we passed a
hoyse, and within a quarter of a mile
another.

“We are on the right road,” was my
thought as I compared these in my

| mind with the crosses on the diagram.

About half a mile' farther a small
cluster of buildings loomed up, dark
and obscure, by the roadside.

“This is the place,” I said confident-
ly, motioning the driver to pull up. 1
remembered that Henry Wilton’s map
had stopped at the third cross from
the parting of the roads.

“No, it isn’t,” said Dicky eagerly.
“It’'s two or three miles farther on. I
trailed the fellow myself to the next
house, and that’s a good two miles at
‘east.”

I had leaped to the ground, ard
;pened the door of the carriage.

“We are at the fourth place,” I said.

“And the cockeyeéd barn?” inquiréd
\irs Knagpp, peering out.

I was struck silent by this, and
wuked hiankly at the dark forbidding
sitdctur> that fronted on the road.

“You'm» right,” said Mrs. Knapp
with a lawgh, “Can’'t you make cu
that funng litt:> window at the end
here?”

1 locked wrore closely at the build
In the iim light of the stars the
of wkitewash that covered it

wa.

04t

y.e to {race

nace it possi? the outlin>-
f a window in the gable that frontad
the road. freak of the builder
had turned it a quarter of the way
around, giving it a comical suggestion

< P
Sotie

| of a man with a droop to his eye.

“And the ircn cow?” I asked.

“Stupid! a pump, of course,” re-
plied Mrs. Knapp, with another laugh.
“Now see if there is a lane here by
the barn.”

A narrow roadway just wide enough
for a .single wagzon joinred the main

“Then drive up it quietly,” was Mrs.
Knapp’s direction.

Just beyond the barn I made out the
figure of the pump in a conspicuous
place by the roadside and felt more
confident that we were on the right
road.

The driver swore in an undertone
as the hack lurched and groaned in a
boggy series of ruts, and a branch
whipped him in the face. I was forced
to give a grunt myself, as another
twinge of pain shooting' from the
protected between us, chuckled soft-
ly. I reflected savagely, that nothing
spoiis a man for company like a mis-
taken sense of humor. 3

Suddenly the horses stopped so
short that we were almost pitched out.

Mrs. Knapp rapped on the carriage
door and I opened it.

“Have you come to the bars?” she
asked presently.

“I guess so. We've come against
something like a fence.”

“Well, then, ” she replied, “when we
get through, take the road to the left.
Ibat will bring us to the house.”

“You are certain?”

“That is what Henry wrote in the
cipher beneath the map. The house
must be only a few hundred yards
away.”

The pars were there, and I lifted the
wet and soggy boards with an anxiouc
Leart. Were we, after all, so near the
hidinz- place? And what were we to
find?

Cn a sudden turn the house loomed
ap before us and a wild elamor of dcgs
hroke the stillness of the night.

“l hope they are tied,” 1 said, with

ings.

‘We'll have a lively time in a quar-
er of a minute if they aren’t,” laughed
Dicky, as he followed me.

But the baying and barking came no
rearer, and I, helped Mrs. Knapp out
of the carriage. She looked at the
house closely.

“This is the place,” she said, in an

misakable tone of decision. “We
must be quick. I wish something would
quiet those "dogs; they will bring the
whcle country out.”

It seemed an hour before we could
raise any one, but it may not have
been three minutes before a voice
came from behind the door.

* “Who's there?”

"lt is L. M. K.,” said Mrs. Knapp;

she added three words of gibber-
.hdl I took to be the passwords

"

3

'.\h

| used to identify the friends of the boy.
I struck a match in a corner and)

At the words there was the sound
of bolts shooting back and the heavy
door opened enough to admit us. As
passed in, it was closed once
~2pd the bolts shot home.

(To be

we
mnore

continued.)

Safeguard fer Coal.

The best preventive for spontaneous
iguition of coal, says Compressed Air,
is a s i c,\'llmitl confaining com-
od carbon dioxide, fitted with a
fuse plug melting at 300 degrees Fah-
A cylinder one foot long

press

{ cient to take care of eight tons of

coal.

The Woman Wha Works.

The woman who works is inevitably
a woman who is broad in her views.
Her opinions are not riveted to any
one spot. Her viewpoint /is movable.
Her expérience in the busSiness mart
gives her sympathy for other wonman
workers. - She has iéarned to accept
every friend, new and old, at an hon-
est valuation.~ She learns to enjoy the |
aociety of people who havemulesome

é S v ! &
Turning the Wew Leaf
With reverent heart we turn anew '

An untouched page of time.
*Tis ours to fill with noble deeds
; Or stain with sin and crime;
Then ere we mar'its surface pure—
Ere we begm anew,
"Tis well that o'er our last year’s work
We take a short review.

Alas! we scan through tears the page
We meant should be so fair—
The blotted page where records liver
Of hope and toil and care;

The page that ends the finished year
Of loss and gain and strife,

Of love and home’s sweet ' happiness,
And peace that blesses life.

So much there is of pleasantness
Our record has to tell—
And so much done unworthily
We might have done so well!
Though mental retrospection shows
That shine exceeds the shade;
Too late we would erase the biots
Of past mistakes we made.

Then turn the new leaf. Look not back
To grieve o'er loss and pzin,

But view the future’s spotless page
Where we begin again;

And here resolve, by God’s own grace,
That we will do our best

To keep life’'s record clean and pure
And trust Him for the rest. -

— Margaret Scott Hall.

People’s State Bank

CAPITAL,

This bank began business less

Just in the
ion.
steady growth fro

depositors, and in the

beginning

are cos¥aliv . 'ted to open

Notwithstanding the hard
he start,

volume
enroll new names every week. We want yours.

$100,000

>
than three years agn,
of the financial depres-
times - there - has been
in the number of our
of our business. We
You

an aceeunt with us. Per-

sonal attenioa to all business.

J. M. HCLGK
J. L. BROwAN President.

IN, Cashier.

L. B. COCKRELL, Vice President.
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NEW YEAR IS
CLOSE AT HAND.

How about that carriage of yours.
Better send it here to be overhaul-
ed or repaired. We'll make a new
carriage of it so that you can drive
out on New Vear with all the pride
of new ownership. We can do any-
thing from putting in a new spoke
to remaking the entire carriage.
‘“‘Muoderate prices and thorough
work’’ is our motto,

T. STROTHER SCOTT.

As the Years Mark

Time for

The old-fashioned sun dial, after all,

was the true time piece. That little

pocket sun dial that

) ’ we are told counted

all the hours “when

the sun shone’ made

the perfect record

of human days. The

noisy clocks and re-

morseless calendars

that told off the

worst and weariest

of time’s move-

ments literally

spoiled the reckon-

ing. History began

to build itself upon

wretcnedness of a people, and all cre-

aticn to take note of time by its loss

instead of its golden gain in the hours

of perfect sunlight.

But the reaction has set in. It is

the glad hours and not the sad ones
that are to be made to count.

Let us tarry awhile
At the sign of the smile

is the watchword which even plous
pilgrims are sending out to upset the
ancient reckoning. “Let the smile
pecome the Christian’s rather than the
devil’'s sign” they cry in chorus, and
the joy of the spirit become the meas-
ure of its days. Good Isaac Barrow’s
picture of the child of heaven ‘“‘smil-
ing always with a never-ending se-
renity of countenance and flourishing
in an immortal youth” has at last tak-
en hold of the Christian world and,
spurred on by the new thought ‘rhap-
sodies, promises to turn back the cal-
endar of all our days. Counting time
by heart throbs is no new method, to
be sure, but the kind of heart throbs
that “always find man young and al-
ways keep him so” were rather lost
with the sun and nature worship of
the early world.

When men went to nature for their
reckoning it was as Wordsworth tells
us:

They felt
As if the moving time had been
A thing as steadfast as the scene
On which they gazed themselves away.

Centuries young were those children
of the morning, before even' the
sun dial had begun to tell them of
the flight of time. It remains true still
that whether nature or the soul
strikes the joy-noie in the human
breast, the poet’s question rises in-
stinctively to the lips:

O what have I to do with time,

For this the day was made.

Man Has His Choice.

Good or bad, the years come out of
the bosom of the infinite bearing some
boon from the eternal for man to lay
hold of if he will. To choose the per-
manent from out the mutable and
fleeting is the’ life secret they carry,
and how much hangs upon the choice
eternity alone can tell. There are
watchmen at the gates who assure us
that each year brings gifts peculiar to
itself, and one year or one world does
not restore the lost offerings of the
other. “Long after we have passed
away out of men’s sight and out of
men’'s memory the world with some-
thing that we have left within it, will
be going on still,” says Phillips
Brooks, “and long after the world has
passed away we shall go on some-
where, somehow, the same beings

still, carrying into the depths of eter:

nity something that the world has
done for us that no other world could
do.

Alexander Mocked.

New worlds, with each new year,
to conquer, mock the ery of Alexander
and declare indeed a new kingdom
wherein to reign. Closer and closer
‘comes the promise of that awakening
hour when man shall in truth beoome

“a uﬂng lonl," and “with an m

Mankind

into the life of things.” How many a
rose of morning and ripe fruit of the
golden noon shall then return to ' him
the science of life, which permits no
lost good, nor wasted atom even, in all
creation’s bounds, may gloriously de-
clare. “Where are the snows of yes-
teryear?” whispers the tender poet,
but the green of spring and the bloom
of summer are nature’s answer to his
vearning ery. »

And shall man be less blessed than
nature in garnering the treasures of
the year? Is that evil genius, that the
encients beheld standing at the door
of the new year, fcrever to give lethe
to drink that he may wander blindly
into the unknown way, shorn of the
best boons and talismans of the past?
Ah, the poets who try life and love
know better,

Each new year is a leaf of our love's
rose;

It falls, but quick another rose
ETrows;

So is the flower from year to year the
same,

But riches, for the dead leaves feed *the
flame.

Thus they read the riddle and the
“million-centuried” sweetness that
goes with it to-day. Neither is man
drugged by any god or genius but the
one within him, that he may “tell no
tales” and carry no tokens from the
departing year. What he tells to
cheer or depress his comrades, what
he carries to help or hinder both them
and himself, is in the power of his
own open-eyed choice. Perhaps the
best hint that was ever offered to
guide him is the brief and pointed one
given by the sage, when he writes:
“A man should make life and nature
happier to us, or he had better never
been born.,” It is the one pre-eminent-
ly in the air at the present moment.
It would fill all the newspapers in the
land and drive the quotation-abhorring
editors mad if one-quarter of the stout
maxims of this nature which the times
offer should demand place in their col- |
umns. Already their humorous writ-
ers are trving to demoralize them and
send some of the cheerful and cheer- |
ing-up people over to his Satanici
majesty, where nmo doubt they
needed since the dry season set in. |

|

leaf

Life's Logic Quaint,

If there be such a Satanic monarch, ]
probably he loves the cheerful smner
just as heaven must love the cheerful
saint. Yet the logic of life is against |
him. The smile is not legitimately the
devil’s sign. It is the pessimist who |
is playing into his hands, treating his |
sovereignty as if it could merthrow{
heaven's and all the power of the
Eternal Goodness. To act as if they
had a faith worth smiling over would |
seem to be the altitude of men who |
bhelieved in a sovereign of love and
omnipotence rather than one of mal-
evolence and black arts, and it may
be that the Christian world is at last
finding it out. Certainly the Gospel
evangel “Rejoice, rejoice!” is sound-
ing anew through ail the realms of
Christendom and becoming a part of
culture and philosophy every-
where. Fuljer's counsel: “Be
happy in the present moment
and put not off being =o
time to come,
as though that
time should be
of another
make from
this,” prevails
in the intel-
lectual as re-
ligious world,
and promises
to show “life
whole” to
more than a
handful of &

to al

(JOUETT'S INSURANCE AGENCY,

$ GILBERT & BOTTO |

The Arrival of
the New Year

mears the newest up-to-date meth-
ods in the cleaning and dyeing of
men'’s suits, overcoats, etc., and in
the cleaning of lady’s fine dresses,
waists, ete.

Turn over a new leaf for the new
year and make a good resolution to
have your garments cleaned and
pressed or dyed at

Ghe

Cincinnati Tailors.

cobvRicwT A.P.‘“'A

HAGAN

GAS AND
ASOLINE

SIMPLE! EELIABLE!
ECONOMICAL!

Sold Under a Positive Guarantee
WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND PRICES.

HAGAN GAS ENGINE & MFG. CO

INCORPORATED,

WINCHESTER, KY.

e —

Engines |

Capital, . . . . $100,000
Undivided Profits, $160,000

— e

Winchester Bank

WINCHESTER, KY.

N. H. WITHERSPOON,

PRESIDENT.

W. R. SPHAR,

CASHIER.

SOLIGITS YOUR
ACCOUNTS.

CALL AT
OUR OFFICE
AND
GET YOUR |

CALENDARS !
FOR 1909. |

SIMPSON BUILDING
(Over Artis & Turnhull’s Store.)

|
B o o 3

{

SEE |

'D. B. HAMPTON, Pres.

EW!nchcsbcn. -

8. F. CURTIS, Cashie

— T —

‘Clark County National Bank

MZAEIN STREET,

Kentusky)

Capital, $200,000
Buglu., $100,000.
Undivided Profite,$36,000

1865, being the oldest Bank in
thecity.

Collections made on all poiats, and your sg
nountn solicited

— e

—FOR — ' |

3 Fresh & Cured Meats

Fish, Vegetables, Country Produce
BOTH PHONES OPERA HOUSE BLOCK |
e escsecsiieeocsasan

? FJOUZTT - JOUETT—
Atlcrneys At Law.
Winchester, Ky.

PROFESSIOIII, CABDS.

—_—

WINCHESTER

M & C H. McXINNEY, Props. -

Clothes Cleaned, Pressed and Repaired.
DRY CLEANING AND DYING A SPECIALTY

OUver Aillan & Murphy’s Store opp. Court House .

—CALL ON—-

NELSON, The Transfer Man,

by day or night, if you want
your baggage transferred.

OFFICE—Home Phone 94; Night Phone 336.

r

Conkwright Transter and leg Co
| Cratig, Handing and Bauling Fur-

niture, M&.lm,

3. M. STT

TAILORING COMPANY,
60 S. Main < F

« {SON—

\ttorney At Law. Sty
Winchester,Ky.

BECKNER & BECKNER—
Attorneys At Law.
Winchester. Ky.

PENDLETON, EUZH & BUSH—
Attorneys At Law.
&) S. Main St. Winches.or, Ky.

DR. W. C. WORT4INGTON~-
Office hours, 10 to 12 a. m.; 2 to §
“p.m.and 7 to 8 p. m.

New 'phone 432, Residenee 633.
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